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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

"E BE THAN" 

They come weeping, 

They raise their voices, 

Women meet them 

As they ride from the plain. 

The band is home, 

But none rejoices — 

For many men 

Return not again. 

The chief leads them; 

Yet, heavy-hearted, 

He slowly rides 

From the wide, shining plain. 

Warriors mourn 

The friends departed — 

For many men 

Return not again. 

Women follow; 

The children, weeping, 

Straggle along 

Through the dust of the plain, 

Many mourning 

Friends or fathers — 

For many men 

Return not again. 
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Carroll Lane Fenton 

Priests, chanting 

The sacred death-song, 

Raise dull grave-poles 

High above the wide plain; 

Men mourn 

Sons and cousins — 

For dead men's souls 

Return not again. 

Carroll Lane Fenton 



SONG 

Hills are all aflower, 

Skies are all afire — 
Fool was I to sorrow 

For a dead desire! 

Lo, the April marvel 

Stirs the earth again: 
Break, my heart, of beauty, 

That would not break of pain ! 

H. Thompson Rich 
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